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which would later hold cakes and pies with wrinkled crusts, and navigated through the 
comfortably crowded tables to start coffee in the back. As it gurgled into the awaiting 
SRWV,VWDUHGRXWWKHZLQGRZVRI WKHGLQHUDWWKHLQWHUVWDWHDQGWKHUHGDQGWDQEOXIIVRI 
5RFN6SULQJVDQGLPDJLQHG,ZDVLQ3DULV
The buttes turned into marble-front apartments with periwinkle roofs and petite 
rust-orange chimneystacks. The overcrowded sagebrush were swaying treetops peeking 















“Hey, sweetie pie,” she said, sipping through a lipstick stained mouth while her bright 
EURZQH\HVVFDQQHGRYHUPH́ ,VWLOOGRQ·WVHHZK\QRRQHKDVVQDWFKHG\RXXS\HW:KHQ
\RXJRLQJWRÀQGDPDQWRWDNH\RXRQDKRQH\PRRQ"µ
“Tiffany, do you see any of  these men taking me to Paris, let alone the altar?” 
:HJODQFHGDURXQGWKHGLQHUDOUHDG\VWDUWLQJ WRÀOOZLWKROGPHQ LQ IDGHG/HYL·VDQG 
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pimple-faced teenagers playing hooky.
“Well, you never know, do you?” she said, twirling a spoon on her paper napkin. “Any 
day now, some rich man on his way to New York City might drive right through Rock 
6SULQJVUXQRXWRI JDVDQGFRPHLQWRORRNIRUKHOSRQO\WROHDYHZLWKDQHZÀDQFpµ
&DUO\DQRWKHUZDLWUHVVVZHSWSDVWXVZLWKÀYHSODWHVSHUFKHGRQKHUWKLQDUPV
´1LFROH LW·V  <RXU VKLIW VWDUWHG ÀYHPLQXWHV DJRµ 7LIIDQ\ UROOHG KHU H\HV DW 
Carly’s back. 





, FKHFNHGRXW&'V IURP WKH OLEUDU\ZKHQ , WULHG WR OHDUQ)UHQFKDQGPRFNHGPH LQ
D 3HSp/H3HZ DFFHQWZKHQ KHZDQWHG WR JHW RQP\ QHUYHV0RVW WKH WLPH , GLGQ·W
FDUHEHFDXVH,NQHZ-DNHZDVXVXDOO\GRZQDQGRXWDQGMXVWQHHGHGWRIHHOEHWWHUWKDQ 
VRPHRQH+H·GJRWWHQLQWURXEOHDIHZWLPHVIRUSHWW\WKHIWDQGYDQGDOLVP,·GKDGWRKHOS
him foot the bill because Mom retired to Topeka, Kansas with her fourth husband and 
FRQYHUWHGWR%DSWLVPDQGZDQWHGQRWKLQJWRGRZLWKKHUKHDWKHQFKLOGUHQ,WKLQNVKH
ÀJXUHGWKDWVLQFHZHZHUHGDPQHGVLQQHUVDQ\ZD\VVKHPLJKWDVZHOOFXWWKHFRUGEHIRUH
Jesus damned her by association. But Jake had always been grateful for my help; he paid 




hoped he was doing well and keeping out of  trouble. But no news was good news when 



















crash here tonight?” He gave me a quick hug and slipped through the doorway. 
“What are you doing here?”
´,SLFNHGXS&KLQHVH,W·VLQWKHWUXFNZLWKDFRXSOHRI RWKHUWUHDWV%XWWKHGHDOLV




The truck was unlocked. The interior stung with the scent of  cologne and cigarettes, 
and a Colt 45 tall boy was perched on the dash. Behind the driver’s seat was steaming 
food in slick plastic boxes and a bag with extra fortune cookies. A plastic bag next to the 
food held clinking bottles of  Everclear and Black Velvet. 
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set of  glasses from the kitchen and poured us each a whiskey.
Through forkfuls of  rice and sweet and sour chicken, Jake told me about how much 
he hated Cheyenne, how he had tried to date some girl someone else had already knocked 
XSDQGWKDWZDVMXVWW\SLFDOGUDPD




silent and cradled the whiskey in my palm.
When Jake got tired of  the Black Velvet, he moved on to mixing Everclear with the 
Coke in my fridge. He moved closer to me each time he poured a drink, his stories about 
Cheyenne becoming more extravagant. Eventually he crept across the couch until we sat 






“Just enough to start me off  in an apartment with a deposit.” He tried to take a sip 






afford to help you right now.” He took another swing. 
“That’s not true. You always save,” he said, wiping a sleeve across his mouth. “What 




“And why the hell would you do that, little sister?” He put the bottle on the table. “Oh 
ZDLW,NQRZ<RX·GUDWKHUVSHQG\RXUPRQH\RQ\RXURZQVWXSLGVHOÀVKGUHDPWKDQKHOS
your own brother. Your only family.”
´7KDW·VQRWWUXHµ,VDLG´,·YHKHOSHG\RXDORW%XWWKLVPRQH\LVIRUPHWRJRWR
3DULV,I \RXGRQ·WOLNHLWWRREDG,I \RXQHHGDQDSDUWPHQWJHWDMRE<RXFDQVWD\KHUH




back, then on my neck and around my shoulders, and down at my knees. He pressed me 
into the kitchen counter until my belt buckle began to sink into my skin.
“Please?” he asked. 
“What are you doing?”
´,·OOSD\\RXEDFNµKHPXUPXUHG
“Go away, Jake.” 
“Please,” he whispered, closer to my ear. His left hand cupped my shoulder and ran 
down my arm until it rested on top of  my damp hand on the sink. His other hand began 
to push past my hip and further down my leg. 
´-DNHOHDYHPHWKHKHOODORQHRU,·PFDOOLQJWKHFRSVDQG\RX·OOQHYHUJHWDFHQWRXW
of  me again.”
+HJUDEEHG WKH VRDS\JODVV IURPP\KDQGDQG WKUHZ LW DJDLQVW WKHZDOO ,WGLGQ·W 
VKDWWHUXQWLO LWKLWWKHÁRRUVSOLQWHULQJDFURVVWKHFKHFNHUHGOLQROHXPOLNHDVZDUPRI 
fallen stars. He grabbed my shoulders and shook me.
“Why won’t you help me? You’ve never wanted to lend me any money, even when 
\RXGLG<RX·UHVXFKDSHQQ\SLQFKLQJZKRUHµ+HVKRRNPHDJDLQDV,WULHGWRSXVKKLP
away from me.
Then he seemed to realize what he had done. He stepped back. 
´,·PVRUU\1LFROH,·PMXVWGUXQN,·OOEX\\RXDQHZRQH,·PUHDOO\VRUU\³µ
He picked up a rag from the counter and started to pick up the shards from the 
60
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ÁRRU,VWXPEOHGDZD\IURPKLPDQGUDQWRP\URRPORFNLQJWKHGRRUEHKLQGPH,KDOI  
expected him to begin breaking more dishes, or to throw awful words like knives and 
SRXQGRQP\EHGURRPGRRUEXWWKHUHZDVRQO\VLOHQFHWKURXJKRXWWKHDSDUWPHQW$OO,
heard for the rest of  the night was the clock on my wall, ticking. 




Pop Tarts into the toaster before getting my laptop from the living room. Looking for 
DSDUWPHQWVLQ3DULVEHIRUHDQRWKHUVKLIWDWWKH&DIpVHHPHGOLNHDJRRGZD\WRXQZLQG
before the day started.
,VWHSSHGLQWRP\OLYLQJURRP-DNHKDGFOHDQHGWKHNLWFKHQEXWGHVWUR\HGHYHU\WKLQJ
else. My Vogue magazines, organized by date on a bookshelf  the day before, were ripped 
LQWR WKLQ VKUHGVRI FRORU DGVDQGEODFNDQGZKLWH WH[WRQ WKH OLYLQJ URRPÁRRU7KH





checked the browser history for the night before. The last page that had been pulled up 












already taken it all? 
, VODPPHGP\ÀVW RQ WKH WDEOH ´'DPQLW -DNHµ1RZPRUH DQJU\ WKDQ VFDUHG , 
VWXPEOHG LQWRP\ EDWKURRP WR EUXVKP\ WHHWK DQG SXW RQPDNHXS , QHHGHG WR GR
VRPHWKLQJQRUPDOEHIRUHZRUN1RZPRUHWKDQHYHU,QHHGHGWRZRUNHYHQLI ,JRWP\
money back. 
-DNH KDG IRXQG D 6KDUSLH IURP VRPHZKHUH LQ P\ DSDUWPHQW DQG LQÁLFWHG LWV 




in but didn’t make conversation, and felt an ache of  guilt when she left me a larger tip 
than normal. Customers came in, took one look at me, and smiled at the other waitresses, 
KRSLQJWREHVHDWHGLQWKHLUVHFWLRQVLQVWHDG,VKXIÁHGWKHPHQXVDWWKHIURQWFRXQWHU






The bell at the front counter pinged, breaking through into the thick, pancake-infused 
DLU$QROGPDQNHSWRQHZULQNOHGÀQJHURQLWDQGVWDUHGDWPH,VDWKLPDQGKLVIULHQGLQ
P\VHFWLRQ,ÀJXUHGLI WKH\WKRXJKWWKH\KDGWKHULJKWEHVRUXGHWRWKHLUZDLWUHVVWKH\
could put up with me for the next hour. 
7KHSKRQHUDQJDV,ZDONHGWKHLURUGHUWRWKHNLWFKHQ&DUO\DQVZHUHGWKHSKRQHZLWK
DFXUW´*LGG\XS&DIpKRZFDQ,KHOS\RX"µ,FRXOGKHDUWKHSHUVRQRQWKHRWKHUHQGRI 
the line over the hissing bacon and murmurs of  the diners. Carly frowned. 
“Why don’t you tell her yourself ?” The voice on the other end garbled until she said, 
62











“Fine, whatever,” she huffed. “More tips for me.”
´7KDQNV,RZH\RXRQHµ,VDLGDV,VWHSSHGRXWWKHGRRU
,FDOOHG-DNHZKLOH,GURYHWRWKHSROLFHVWDWLRQ,FRXOGKDUGO\KHDUP\YRLFHRYHUP\





KROG WKLVDJDLQVW\RX%XW LI \RXGRQ·WFDOOPHEDFNZLWKLQ WKHQH[WÀYHPLQXWHV ,·P 
going to the police.” 
:KHQ , SXOOHG LQWR WKH SDUNLQJ ORW ÀYHPLQXWHV KDG SDVVHG , VDW LQ WKH FDU IRU 
DQRWKHUÀYHDQGWKRXJKWDERXWFDOOLQJKLPDJDLQEXWGHFLGHGDJDLQVWLW
,QVLGH WKH SROLFH VWDWLRQ WKH VHFUHWDU\ WRRN P\ QDPH DQG XVKHUHG PH LQWR WKH 
VKHULII ·V RIÀFH ZKHUH KH VDW UHFOLQHG LQ D PRQVWURXV RIÀFH FKDLU , VDW RQ DQ 
uncomfortable plastic bench on the other side of  his desk and told him what had 
happened while he twiddled his thumbs, his hands resting on his gut as if  pregnant.




+H VFUDWFKHG DW WKH VWXEEOH RQ KLV QHFN , UHFRJQL]HG KLP DV D UHJXODU ZHHNHQG 





to give him all my money?”
“Hey now,” he said, holding up his hands. “Just trying to help.”
´/RRNP\EURWKHUVWROHDVLJQLÀFDQWDPRXQWRI PRQH\ULJKWIURPXQGHUP\QRVH,I 
you can’t get him for that, couldn’t you at least arrest him for something else?”
´/LNHZKDW0LVV«1LFROH"7KDW·V\RXUQDPHULJKW"µ
“He came to my apartment last night. He stole money from me. He vandalized my 
home. He stabbed a knife through my couch. And he stole almost $3,000 from me. 
Vandalism and assault, if  not theft? Hasn’t this police force or whatever you want to call 
LWDUUHVWHGKLPPXOWLSOHWLPHVEHIRUH",·PVXUH\RXFDQÀQGDZDUUDQWIRUDVNLSSHGWULDO
VRPHZKHUHµ,VDLG7KHUHZDVQRGRLQJWKLVKDOIZD\QRZWKDW,·GUHSRUWHGKLPWKH\
might as well catch him. 
 The sheriff  leaned forward and scribbled something on a piece of  paper before 
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,UHWXUQHGWRWKH&DIpDQGFORFNHGEDFNLQ$V,WLHGWKHDSURQVWULQJVEHKLQGP\




hope you’ll be here for the rest of  your shift, the afternoon crowd will be here soon.” She 
walked away, hips swaying, pancakes held high above her like an offer to the gods. 
,JUHHWHGWKHQH[WFXVWRPHUVDQGVDWWKHPLQP\VHFWLRQP\ZDLWUHVVFKDUPWXUQHG
XSIXOOWKURWWOH<HVWHUGD\,RQO\QHHGHGWRJRWR3DULVEXWWRGD\,QHHGHG
Who knew when Jake would show up again? When he did, he would have spent all my 
money, there was no doubt about that. But by the time he would think to come to my 
KRPHDQGJURYHODWP\IHHWIRUPRQH\DJDLQ,KRSHGWREHORQJJRQH
